"Some women go to Naples," I said.
"Why do they, Bunny?" "They think it's the thing to do." "Is that so?" "They don't argue." "Why don't they argue?" "They see that argument is useless." "I wonder."
We left the chateau on a drizzly November day. Naples was sunny. You might expect it. "The world is our oyster," I said. "I needn't tell you that." She gave me a pretty smile then. It began to snow in the mountains around us. We woke up in the morn ing and looked out on a beautiful bay and we were lonely. We were not often lonely. We had tired of looking for husbands.
